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opular. The natives do it for fun, and Italian workmen ften find it the only practical means of getting from their ;omes to their place of work and back. There remains /alking. For this Europeans require strong footwear. )ften at the end of day, during which there had been much talking, I examined my shoes. At the heels the leather tung in strips, as though someone had hacked them with a harp knife. The sharp stones on roads in the course of wilding were to blame for the damage.
For some while now it has been possible to fly from Rome to Asmara, in aircraft capable of maintaining 240 miles an hour, in sixteen hours. Soon a new air giant will smash this record and fly from Rome to Addis Abeba in twelve hours. One will then be able to breakfast on the Tiber and have dinner at thec Mascotte5 in Addis Abeba, But even at the risk of injuring my reputation as ' Flying Volcano/ I have no hesitation in declaring that I would only undertake such a rocket flight if circumstances forced me to, When I fly, I like to be heart and soul with the aeroplane; and that is what I enjoy about it. But at three hundred miles an hour I am afraid I should find it impossible*
But this is hardly the way to wind up my diary!
Instead, I end it by sending greetings to Africa. Germany will march on.